ke Communist Abroad, Communist at Home ke 


It is a communist’s job to serve the people. The promise of policing was only made to the 
fairer. Protect and serve. That is the job of a communist. Turn to the dogs if you like, but they 
will only devour you before the sunlight reaches your chucks. 


Art is the answer. The be all end all. 


It is a revolutionary’s job to move the revolution forward. A revolutionary cannot move if 
their knees have locked up. If their head is plagued. If they trip over the first step. Fascism has 
been alive and well in America for decades, and a revolutionary must act accordingly. There are 
herrings. They’re cutting weed with fentanyl. What else they be doing? 


Art saves, starts waves as ken dolls free fall. 
The national socialist project never ended. A wolf in sheep’s clothing, shedding the 
costume in due time. He need not even look in your direction. A series of numbers and lights 
keep your eyes fixed nowhere. Snap. Gone in the blink of an eye. The only person next to Snoop 


that could push the button has his hands in Kiev and Santiago alike. 


Art. Art, and only art, brings solace to all this chaos and lonely hearts. 


Kept away. Locked in a room. Voluntary self admission. Our roads deteriorating. Our 
store fronts empty. Our thumbs tired. Our meat spoiled. Our fruit taken. Our breasts financed. 
Our asses bruised. Our eyes bleeding. Our contradictions raised. Our heroes raped. Our days 
empty. Our nights deadly. Our parks decimated. Our squares rounded. Our circles locked away. 
Kept in a room. Involuntary incarceration. What else can you call it. Hour of the day reduced to 
seconds. Our days divided by hour, and subsequently exploited therein. False idols, lurking 
around every corner. Our asses bruised, our eyes bleeding. 


Kill loneliness. 


Clinical friendship. Clinical everything. Is it not overwhelming? Are we not lonely 
enough? Are we not ready to fight back this scourge of anti-humanism that has consumed our 
world, swallowed, digested, and passed ten times? 


Bad things can’t surface when I hide from help. 


Run and hide. Run, hide, and fight. Life as school shooting. Streets built to the standard 
of Nuketown. Rust. No Russian. Day to day living. Paycheck to paycheck. Second to second. 
Days wasted on the freeway. Terrifying thoughts. Losing the right on red. Wasting more seconds. 
McDonalds fries are only good in the car. 


And when my brother dies, I’m beside myself. 


It is only through humanism, the desire to experience life, that contradictions can be 
resolved. Without the resolute and consistent reliance on the undefinable soul, a revolutionary is 
no more than a student with a gun. Art is the answer, the be all end all. Art saves, starts waves as 
ken dolls free fall. We have fallen far enough, and it’s about time to land. Will our feet hit firm, 
or will we be crushed by the weight of our shoulders? 


Friends’ memories fade. You’re remembered by what you’ve made. 


Everything is disappearing. The powers that be continue to burn their own library. 
Alexandria is ablaze again but no one bats an eye. Business as usual. Of course the library burns. 
It isn’t profitable. The free market has decided. The people have spoken. They yearn for sense, 
escape, respite. Resolution is no more important that the tree at the back of a field, passed by on 
1-64. 90 in a 45. All together now. Keep pace or die. Throw the shamrock shake out the window 
and watch it splatter for an instant, but never see it again. Further pureed by the wheels of your 
competition. 


Friends’ memories fade. You’re remembered by what you’ve made. 


Images twisted and mangled become their own language. A dialect so poor that every 


attempt at capitalization is met with hostility. A dialect so poor that seemingly everyone 
understands it unless in a context of finance. You know I had to do it to em. Crush the image. 
Destroy it. Reduce the quality drastically to make it more legible. Culturally fractured. Only 
understood by those who have destroyed before. Not on paper. Not pressed in vinyl or etched 
into wood. Not stamped on suede or burned into leather. Zeros and ones. Out of place zeros. 
Ones unaccounted for. Blocks and burns, for the motherboard only. Tired of mining? Learn to 
code. 


A man wakes up every morning and looks at his bed. The blankets are strewn about. His 
sleep was restless. He continues his day without thinking of it. He goes on living. When he 
comes homes at night, after laboring and loving, he hates what he sees. He wants to sleep, but his 
blankets and sheets are tossed haphazardly around the frame. He has no direction. No clue of 
where to start. 

Aman wakes up every morning and looks at his bed. He sees the blankets thrown about 
the mattress. He walks to his window, opens it, and breathes deeply. Fresh morning air. A 
beautiful feeling. He turns to the bed again, Lifting the blankets and sheets up. He tucks the 
corners neatly into the frame, and lines the top of the blanket with his pillows. He makes a 
coffee, and reads two chapters of Soul on Ice. When later he returns, having labored and loved, 
he sees his bed. All it takes for him to sleep comfortably is lifting the corner of the quilt and 
sliding underneath. A clear roadmap has been laid out for achieving resolution. Sleep, to wake up 
the next morning and continue. To make space for that necessary life. 


It is with discipline. 


Your ideas are under intense scrutiny. You are being interrogated. Are you able to defend 
your values, your principals, your discipline? 


“The left side of your face is so beautiful.” She whispered so softly that I could barely 
hear. She was laid next to me, the fabric of her Rocawears holding our skin at a distance. My 
satin dress barely covering me. 

“What about the right side?” I asked her. She twitched. A muscle spasm, maybe. Totally 
random. 

“T want to cut you in half. I only want to see your left side.” She kissed my left cheek, 
before unravelling her leg from mine, and reaching for her digital camera beside the bed. She 
planted both her feet on the floor. Three clicks of her camera lens opened my eyes. “Those were 
just to test the lighting.” She said. I sat up, my back against a pillow. My head against a wall. 

She walked to the edge of the bed and kneeled. I asked, “So what about chopping me to 
bits?” She barely reacted. Her eyes were glued to the OLED display on her digital camera. 

“Who said anything about chopping? This isn’t a hatchet job. It’s art.” She answered. The 
display closed now. She lifted the camera to her eye and looked through the viewfinder. One 
click. I stared down the lens. I could see her eye through the glass. “There.” She said before 
putting her camera back on the desk. 

“There’s what?” I was puzzled. She dropped to her knees next to the bed and began to 
climb up onto the frame. I closed my eyes and laid down on my back, my head now resting on a 
pillow. She continued to climb, inching closer to my feet. I could feel her breathing on my toes. 
Her hands glided ever so consistently up my legs and onto my stomach. Her head seamlessly 
flowed under the skirt of my dress and up through the neckline before stopping at my collar. 

“T cut you in half just now. With my camera. I photographed only your left side.” She let 
out a resolute sigh. 

“What about my right side? Does it not deserve to be remembered.” I asked. 

“Oh but it only deserves not to be photographed. Let your right side remain a mystery my 
love.” She responded. My right side was always her favorite, with the left as a close second. My 
left side deserves to be photographed, remembered for every millimeter of beauty and blemish. 
My right side, deserves a life of its own. Not to be seen but by my community and god, and 
everyone in between. She spoke again, "Let the camera look to your right and it’Il be the last 
photo ever taken.” 


That night, when I was at a rave, I saw camera upon camera. All shapes and sizes. All 
manner of quality and quantity. My right side was invisible. Painted in blood red. If there will be 
cameras all around, until the end of time, for my own good, let me save what I can for my love 


under the satin. 
- Tempest Britt - Dec. 22 2022 - 


